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Falling
Stephanie Swindle Clark

I TURNED AROUND AND SARA WAS FALLING.

Sara does fall.
We were going for the paper, that's all. On
Saturdays, the paper boy delivers the papers
while it's still dark and he says we have more
bushes than anyone else in the neighborhood.
Sara says she can get the paper without help,
so I tell her it's slick. I let her go. And I do
not watch.

If you're lucky and thinking straight, you
can find the paper before the dogs pee all over
it. Sara has a pair of purple wool gloves I put on
her when the paper' s yellow. I read the paper
with bare hands and just wash it off.
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Howard and Jean-Sara's dogs-they make me think of Bela
Lagosi and Sara after she's slept with wet hair. Howard is black
with a pointy white face, a crepey neck, and small pink lips.
Jean's just white. His hair twists and frays and fans up, in, and
over his whole face. They're the craziest pair, always biting
and crashing into each other. You'd think they were really
fighting if you didn't know them. Sara's really the only one who
can get them to shut up and it's the greatest when she lays into
them. She gets so excited, telling them, "Shut up and shut up
now when I talk to you. Howard, Jean, look at me. I will really
spank your bottoms." She's spitting and leaning over them like
she had hot coals and a machete. She gets madder and madder
and reaches one hand and one hip and starts grunting to touch
the dogs. One hand's waving sign language all around the dogs'
heads while the other's gripped and shaking on the handle of
her walker. I stand back so she doesn't think I'm watching her,
and I'm just dying. It's really the world at my feet.
But she does get them to shut up. And I say they've got it
coming. They feel they have to name the paper ours, guard it,
protect it, and then stain it. I'll be coming out to get the paper
and their tails just stick in high gear. They start slobbering and
yelping and I hardly know what to do next. It's too much energy,
they've got way too much energy.
I like it, though, how they're always hopping into things.
They have their own little swinging door made out of some
redwood I found in Macomber' s vacant lot when Sara and I
were hunting for dried-up grasshoppers, and they completely
bash through it every morning when they hear Jerilyn James
honk her horn for Margaret Brownwalker. They make foaming,
lip-curling noises in time with the horn. It's a bad racket and
it starts all over again when the paper boy comes. He delivers
at six and the dogs freeze there on either side of the walk
bolt-ready. They go for the tires first, shoelaces second. Well,
and he tries to talk to them about it. He squats down close
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to the dogs and gestures with his forefingers and I don't know
what he's doing. When they start back in with the growling,
he grips their jaws and tries to soothe them. So it ends up
with him running like hot hell to get on that stupid bike and
fly. He deserves whatever comes next and I say, "Get a clue,
Mr. Paperboy-and give in. They've got it out for you, when are
you going to give in?"
So it was probably about eight a.m. when it happened. Sara
fell, cracked her head on the tile, and held real still. I scare Sara
a good one if I walk in on her watching TV. It always worksI'll slipper in from the shag to the low pile in the TV room and
her eyes just go stiff. She sucks air and pulls her chin in. She
can't tell if I'm coming to be Mom or what-because mother
says, "Saturday? No TV." So I come in and Sara straightens right
up. But I don't get her. I never have. I just say something like,
"Tum the volume up some," and I reach for the paper. I read
Michael Martin's travel column with my feet on the furtniture
and Sara watches an hour of Looney Tunes.
For this, for the slippers on the fine wood table and the junk
coming out of the TV, Mom would only do one thing-find
something to press her knuckles against. And maybe she'd find
a couple of things to press against while she whisked around
the room to hit the power switch, swat feet, and smooth her
hair. Well, and that means the groundings are on the way. So
it's enough. I've tried to imitate how my mother does it with
the knuckles, but Sara says I'm too much tension.
Sara doesn't say much when she falls. I tum around and
she's already falling. Today I had propped her hands against the
frame of the door, pressed her walker open, slid her feet to
shoulder's width, and tipped her hips. But she fell. She just said,
"Watch out," and then she fell.
The paperboy thinks he's making a perfect arch for home
plate when he jets the paper in our way. But I've seen him. He
must think no one else is up that early Saturday mornings
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and I say he's a lousy pitch-I'm not cheering and throwing
my own hat. Sara goes nuts to be the first one to find the
TV guide part of the paper. I have to clip a current event every
day for Miss Riley's class and that's nice to be able to cut
a hole in the front page. But Sara's all over the place to find
that TV guide section. Like maybe she'd get along just fine
with dancing Miss Riley. You got to like Miss Riley. She's
always doing something with the feet. Up at the chalkboard,
next to your desk-she's going tap, tap, brush, shuffle, step. I
get all messed up if I watch her for too long. It's like maybe
she's going to start waving her arms and bobbing her head and
dance a jig. I think I would love that. But she turned around
once and looked right at me-like she knew I was watching
her dance. There was this big gangly silence and I felt like
smashing her.
Sara fell and it was me wrecking the car at the light by
Caybin's QuikShop all over again. The sound. We have glassy
cream tile over most of the house and you have to sweep it
every day for all the dust it shows. Dad said it cost so much
because it's dam hard to chip. He took a hammer and showed
me once on a leftover piece. It rang like a deliverance bell.
Sara fell. Her body was like some frozen mouse hanging
there. Her feet were still spread shoulder's width, her hips still
tipped, and her arms reaching. Her head met the tile and her
arms still reached. I looked at her lying there and I was mad.
I was very mad.
I don't know anyone who falls straight to their back. We
tell her and tell her she has to think about catching herself. Well,
and she doesn't-she didn't. She just said, "Watch out," and then
she fell. She didn't say, "I'm going to fall," or "I'm slipping, catch
me!" She didn't say much of anything.
She fell and made that roller coaster noise on the way down.
I took her to Adventure Mountain in August for our end-ofsummer thing and she made a crazy noise. So I bought her a
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Nutty Buddy ice cream stick. We sat on a bench in the sun and
it took her a long time to eat that thing.
She said, "Watch out," and made that noise on the way
down. It was awful with both the dogs and her going at it all
together. I felt like I was supposed to be in that Zombie Dracula
movie with my palms pressed flat to my ears screaming, "No,
no, no! I can't bear that sound! Stop it! Stop it!"
But I didn't. I just felt like crying and picked her up.
She was hard to balance now. I slid her feet and pressed
her head to my stomach. She grinds her teeth like a pepper
mill when she cries. She squares her lips and really goes
to it. It's a seething, whistling sort of noise and it scares
me. She starts with that crying and I don't know what to
do next.
I told the dogs to get out. They wouldn't budge, so I made
them with my foot-shoved them right through the doggy door
and jammed the rug in to keep it shut. They whined at me from
behind the glass, stared down to the blood and then up at Saraas if she could be their last anchor of hope. I don't know what
they were thinking.
I picked Sara up. I wanted to press her inside me, cut my
skin, stretch it out over her whole body, and fold her inside.
I carried her to the bathroom and put her head in the crook
of my arm. Her hair was sticking together in a big clump in the
back. I dabbed at it with purple toilet paper. I sat her up but she
wouldn't stop crying-little tears and little sniffs and whistles,
her body rocking forward some and then back some. I hate luck
like that.
I carried her into bed and got in alongside her. I pulled the
covers up to our eyes and when she was asleep, I slid out and
formed the covers to her body so she looked like a fat snake.
Sara is crazy for snakes. "Sick," I tell her. But she goes right on
checking out every snake book the library has. I got her a
sixty-nine cent, black, rubber one, yelled "water moccasin," and
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threw it at her when she was sitting on the couch reading. But
she said, "I need a real one."
Standing in the hallway, I listened to her sleep.
I scooped my robe into my lap and crunched down to clean
up the blood. It wasn't coming up so easy so I got down on all
fours. The dogs were pressing their noses to the window and
then prancing backward on hind legs. They sat down and thrust
their chests forward. I think they thought they had something
for me. My newspaper lay at their feet in perfect alignment to
the frame of the window and their row of paws. I thought about
choking them and thumping their bodies against the north side
of the house in two arcs of glory. "Give me that," I said and
kept them out with my leg pressed to their necks.
Sara's purple wool gloves were in the shoe box by her bed.
They fit okay and I put my feet on the furniture and read
Michael Martin's travel column a couple of times. Looney Tunes
were playing kind of soft in the background. Roadrunner was
really giving it to Coyote, but I didn't watch too much. I've seen
most of them. I get a little tired of Coyote always getting the
baloney. And if I watch them go at it for too long, I start talking
to the TV, telling Coyote how much he's messing up. I mean,
nobody who screws up that much gets nailed as often as he does.
I won't believe it.
I've thought about what if I was walking along in the desert
one day and Coyote and Roadrunner just came buzzing up.
They'd start with the giant slingshots, put trampolines under
cliffs, and dig holes up around the bend. They'd be buzzing all
around me and I'd be right with them.
But I think what I'd really get a kick out of if I was with
them there in the desert-I think what I'd really want to do is
catch the anvil. Roadrunner would be up on the cliff doing his
meep, meep and kicking at the anvil and I'd just kind of saunter
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on by and grab it before Coyote even decided it was time to
get smashed.
That anvil would fall. Roadrunner would finally do it.
But I'd be there. I'd already be there. I'd hear it whistling and
spitting and heaving for my Coyote. It would come down, down
and I'd put out my arms in a vice and set my feet in the sand
like fifty-foot daggers. It'd be whistling faster and faster and I'd
check my feet and check my arms. I'd look up and make sure
Roadrunner could see me. He'd be beeping like crazy. And I'd
look again-up-and it would be right over my head, huge and
darkest black, gleaming, gleaming, gleaming. And I'd just reach
up and grab it-before it ever even came to me-I'd just reach
up and grab it and grip it and take it. They'd have to dig up some
other way to get each other-I'm taking this thing home.
Sara's up. Clinking around with that walker on the tileyou don't mistake that. I hate it when she tries to sneak up
and scare me. I'm not really good with surprise faces. But in
Coronado for spring break on the beach, she was all stealth. She
came purring up behind me on the sand and you couldn't even
hear those wheels grinding like they do. I was all stretched
out, ready to fade, and she got me good. I'm yelling and she
leans to me and says, "Just a little water mac." Hell, she was
pleased. She teetered down to the water and I watched her go.
Her tracks were her own-she went to the water like ice picks
and bouncing billiard balls. A slur on each side for the wheels
and rubber stoppers, the rhythm of her feet painting every inch
of the middle. It looked like a stampede.
I'm going to get Sara, but she's already there in the hallway.
She thinks she wants to let those dogs in. I say, "How's
your head?"
She says, "I've felt better."
"Sniphead," I say.
"Little Mother," she says.
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"Right. What do you want for breakfast?" I say.
"Eggs," she says.
I get eggs and cherry jam, wheat bread and what can you
tell me about falling?
But she's thinking hard about cracking the eggs. Howard's
licking my calves where my robe splits open. Jean's doing his
dance for food . I say, " I thought I said don't let the dogs in."
"What does it matter?" she says. "I just did the egg.
No shells."
And what, my Sara, can you tell me about falling? What.
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To Lara: How it feels

You will wait, like a child
for the first sign of round,
some subtle lift in your belly.
You will remember standing, thirteen years old,
staring at the mirror, seeing only flat
familiar shapes:
these two lines converge, then bisect,
spreading into smooth planes.
In the morning shower you smooth your hand
slickly down your front, breathing
slowly, between your teeth
so you won't be sick,
marking time with the tides or the moon,
opening small advent doors
for this slow coming.

-Marnie Campbell
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The Fisherman
Michael Huff

I THOUGHT MY BACK WAS GOING TO SNAP

right in the middle, that at any second the back
of my head would be pressed against my butt.
It was dark, around nine o'clock. I was only
twelve years old, and pathetically mismatched.
Dad was a robust six-four, and as we carried the
aluminum boat upside-down over our heads, the
brunt of the weight tipped down toward me. The
fact that I had done this a dozen times before
was no comfort, but rather, a haunting. It meant
I had no excuse this time or the next.
This was no big boat. Just a fourteen-footer
that we kept propped up on cinder blocks in the
back yard. Nevertheless, my little arms
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quivered. We shuffled slowly between our sparse fruit trees,
through the open gate, and around to the front yard, where we
slid the boat onto the luggage rack on our Toyota Land Cruiser.
Then Dad lashed the boat down till the ropes were taut and we
went inside.
Mom was already packing us lunch. Bologna and cheese on
thin, spongy slices of Wonder Bread. She wore her bathrobe and
curlers and a big frown.
"We'll show her," Dad said with a grin, "won't we, Mike?
When we bring home a mess of big trout, then we'll get a smile
out of her."
Mom grunted.
The lake was flat and glassy in the morning, but choppier
as the day dragged by. We motored from one cove to the next.
The next cove was always where the fish were. The sun rose
high, burning me up one side of my face and down the other.
It was late fall.
The wind picked up and whipped the surface of the water.
One tenacious drop of sweat clung to the end of Dad's nose all
day long, but neither the wind nor his unending casts could
dislodge it.
"When are we going home? 11
"Pretty soon. 11
"But how soon?"
"Pretty soon."
I think fishing, or just casting and casting and casting,
had become something like Yoga for Dad, the whine of the
monofilament his mantra. Maybe he'd enter a euphoric state
after so much casting and casting. My whining could be ignored
like any other pain.
We traversed the entire lake. We must have been miles from
our little cove where we'd parked. We had our Coleman lantern
fired up, and since state regulations required boats to be well-lit
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at night, Dad made me hold the lantern up high. I don't know
if it really had to do with state regulations, or if it was just so
he could see better on the next cast, and the next.
The light attracted gnats and mosquitoes, making it impossible to breathe without inhaling one or two with each breath.
The lantern was full of kerosene and my arms ached as I held
it as high above my head as I could. Whenever my arms just
began to lower, Dad scolded me.
With the lantern right in my face, all else was reduced to
a devastating, impenetrable darkness. I had no idea where the
shore was until I heard the coyotes begin to howl.
"Aren't we going home?"
''Pretty soon.''
The rhythmic sound of cast-splash-reel-cast was interrupted.
"Are we going?" I burst out enthusiastically.
"Umhmm," he mumbled.
My relief was short-lived. I leaned precariously out beyond
the bow, with the lantern extended straight out in my left arm
as we motored through the inky black night. My right arm
supported all my weight, and as we slapped along violently
on the wind-rippled lake, each impact jarred through all the
joints of my body. Every second of this torture piled up in my
brain, multiplying.
The cold wind pummeled my ears, and after what seemed
an hour, we pulled into our cove. Dad cut off the motor, slowed
our glide with the paddle, and lowered our anchor.
Then Dad came up with what I'm sure he thought was a
revolutionary idea: I would lean out over the side of the boat
with the lantern; the light would attract insects, the insects
would attract minnows, the minnows would attract the large
fish, and Dad would cast and reel his lure through their midst.
This would be the salvation of the trip.
Dad tried a few casts with no luck, then instructed me to
lean even further out. I complied, my elbows throbbing, my neck
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stiff and unable to find a position of any relief. Dad heaved out
a mighty cast, and in so doing, tilted the boat sharply. I had so
much of my weight out of the boat to begin with, this quick
tilt had the effect of a springboard, and I pitched out of the boat
like a shot.
I crashed into the water on top of the lantern, which hissed
loudly beneath me. It happened so quickly that I didn't notice
the cold at first. My coat and pants were immediately saturated,
and my boots filled up with water. They were dragging me under
with shocking weight.
Drowning, but free from the intense light of the lantern, I
could now make out my father's features clearly. He had a very
perturbed expression on his face, his brow deeply furrowed and
his lips tightly pursed. He was in the middle of reeling in that
last cast, careful not to disturb its rhythm, lest he scare away
any fish not already startled by my dive. He was tom by the
options that lay in the water before him.
I was sinking, there was no doubt. I gasped and called out
"Dad!" wetly.
Without breaking his rhythm, he reeled in the last few feet
of line and cast the big Rapala lure in my direction. I felt a hard
slap against my right ear, and all I could think was "And now
this." I instinctively grabbed for the line ahead of the lure, to
hold on to something and prevent the hooks from ripping out
of my ear.
Dad began reeling in, his reel screeching
"Tum off the drag!" I yelled. I remember how happy I was
that Dad was using 20-pound test line that day, and I imagined
all the pictures I'd seen in outdoor magazines of the huge fish
caught on 20-pound test line. I could see a black and white photo
of my dad, proudly hoisting me up by my ankles, in a future
issue of Field eiJ Stream .
The line cut into my hands as Dad pulled against my
drenched weight. Finally, I was close enough to the boat that
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he could lift me, soaked and still clinging to the line, with one
hand. I tumbled into the boat, where Dad could see that the fourinch lure was embedded snugly into my ear.
"Oh I'm so very sorry," he said over and over again.
I was beyond caring about anything, and all I could do was
reply, "It's no big deal, let's just go home, OK?"
Dad cut off the line and we got the boat to shore, and in
the glare of the Toyota's headlights, he clipped all the treble
hooks off with a pair of wire cutters, and pushed the barbed
ends through my cartilage and safely out. There was very little
blood really.
There's never any mention of that particular fishing trip
these days, and I don't see much of my dad anyway. He came
to my college graduation, and to my wedding, but aside from
those two occasions, I haven't seen him in many years. Once
in a long while we'll talk rather stiltedly on the phone, and I'll
make a token invitation to him to come up sometime so I can
take him fishing, as the fishing is much better where I live. But
he always declines.
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In Church
Sean P. Schickedanz

IN CHURCH, MY TEENAGE DAUGHTER ROLLS

her wet Blow Pop on the exposed section of
my leg, the white blotch between my sock and
my pants.
Sticky, sticky, sticky, she says.
I have been trying to tell her recently, Get
some friends, do something. She watches TV
like others take valium.
Stop it already, I tell her.
Wes Williams speaks to the congregation.
He's a leader, a real "capo": he wears a beard,
he imparts wisdom. He sings, he dances. I
know his name because it is spelled out in
the program.
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My daughter and I sit in the back; we create our kingdom.
I let her rule the right side, keeping the left side for myself.
Before people stand to speak, I grant them permission.
I rarely deny them.
Wes stands still, but he hovers, too. He looks off-balance.
He speaks precisely, slowly.
Good book, he says. This is a good book. He holds up a
black hardback.
I lean forward to see the book. I have been looking for a
good book.
Wes slaps the book down on the podium, then reaches below
and comes up with another black book.
Good book, he says. Irreplaceable.
My subjects look on silently, without passion. They are
not unruly. Wes puts the book next to the first one. He goes
for another.
One hell of a book, he says, raising it high. Serious literature.
I want more, more of this.
Tell me now, really, Wes goes on, Has anyone here ever
read a better book? He asks the question, a real question. He
searches for lusty willingness.
Angels with halos and wings with sequins zip about the
room, perching on organ pipes and singing heavenly tunes.
The spirit is with them.
Religious. Religious fervor is all my daughter can say.
A hand shoots up, confident. Then a voice: soft, mild.
Unclear.
What? Wes says.
Where the Wild Things Are, she says. Where the Wild
Things Are is a better book. Max is great. I believe in it.
She has children.
Wes says, Well, now.
A man on the dais leans over to counsel with the elders.
I read his lips.
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He says, Yo. What's up?
Wes reaches down and gets an armful of black books.
Hellacious book, he says. Should be a New York Times bestseller. He tosses one to the woman with children. Read it,
he says.
He scatters five copies into the first few rows. Flip, flip, flip.
Catch, he says.
I have seen filmstrips of what to do. I stand up and declare
loudly, from way down low, from the murky bottom of my soul
where only neon-eyed intuitive fish lurk, I BELIEVE.
Wes looks and looks at me. His look washes over my body:
from head to toe I am just knowing. A big smile spreads across
his lips like syrup through a pancake.
He heaves a book at me. I watch pages flutter; I hear them
crack, as the cover opens in midair.
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Enid Is at the Door
Mette Ivie

ENID IS AT THE DOOR. SHE HAS BEEN THERE

for a long time now. At first she just knocked
politely. But we didn't answer the door. We
didn't want to. Enid was out there, and we didn't
want to play with her. We never wanted to play
with Enid. She wanted to play with us, though.
So she rang the doorbell.
Still we didn't let her in. Instead, we stood
behind the door giggling. I think she heard
us giggling. The door wasn't very thick. So
Enid tried the doorbell again. She pushed very
long and hard on the doorbell. We heard the
chimes, but instead of ending like they usually
did, they just kept starting. Over and over again,
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we heard the chimes play their little song. And still Enid
stayed outside.
Behind the door, we made faces at each other, mocking
Enid's futile attempts to enter our house. It was warm inside
the house. If we opened the door, the cold wind would rush in.
Enid wasn't worth the cold wind. Enid was worth making faces
at, especially if she couldn't see them.
Enid got tired of ringing the doorbell. She knew we were
behind the door. She could hear us. She knew we were standing
there, not letting her in. We were ignoring the doorbell,
ignoring the signal that meant she wanted to play with us.
That made her mad. Enid stopped pushing hard on the doorbell
and started on the door. She was heavy for a ten-year-old. But
she wasn't heavy enough to break down the door. Our door was
big and strong and heavy, too heavy for Enid to break down and
come into our house. But just to make sure, we hid behind
the door and pushed against it the other way. The door would
move a little bit, popping inward. Then we would push back,
enjoying the sound of the creaking wood, enjoying the sound
of Enid grunting.
Enid grunted like a pig. She looked like a pig, too-a pig with
big, taped glasses. Why didn't Enid buy new glasses? She looked
awful in the ones she wore, even worse than she did without
them. She always seemed like she was ready to cry. That was
Enid. She never did cry, though. She only looked like she was
going to. Instead Enid just got mad and hit us. Then we would
go tell our mom, and she would call Enid's, and Enid couldn't
come over for a while. We weren't sad.
Enid was still pushing on the door, trying to break in. We
wouldn't let her. But she kept trying. She grunted more and more
and pressed harder and harder against the door. One strong push
knocked us away from the door. Then we got mad. Enid couldn't
do this to our door! We had a plan. I kept pushing against the
door while the others sneaked out of our back door. They would
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circle around and make Enid stop trying to get into our house.
I waited. It didn't take long for them to get behind her. I watched
from out of the comer of my eye. I didn't want Enid to be suspicious. But I couldn't stop a big smile when I saw them reach
up to grab both of Enid's pigtails. Enid saw me and started to
tum around. But she was too late. They pulled hard. And as Enid
turned around, mad as a bull, ready to sock anyone she could lay
her hands on, they ran away. She was too mad to catch them. She
tried, running around to the other door, but she didn't make it.
I met them at the other door. They were laughing hard and
I joined in. Enid was screaming behind the door. She threatened
to tell our mother. But we weren't afraid; Enid always lied. This
was just one of those times. Suddenly Enid got up from the door
and ran away. We were too quick for her, though. We knew she
wanted to go around to the front door. We knew she wanted to
break into our house now that we weren't guarding the door.
But we got there first . She banged on the door again. We just
laughed at her. She would never get into our house.
Enid started again with the knocking, the ringing, the
pounding and the pushing. We were getting tired of holding the
door shut. But Enid went on. And on. One push after another,
pounding and ringing the doorbell. Then the doorbell broke. It
never stopped ringing, even when Enid was pushing against the
door. The ringing sounded in my head. We all had headaches,
so we went upstairs, where the broken chime was quieter. But
we could still watch Enid from our bedroom window.
Suddenly Enid stopped. She just looked up at our window
and our laughing faces and stopped. Slowly she sat down on our
doorstep. I thought she would cry. But she didn't. Enid never
cried. Instead, she just sat there, looking up at our faces . I
couldn't tum away.
She is still out there now. She still isn't crying. She is
just sitting on the steps, looking up at my bedroom window,
wanting to come into our house.
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The Last Exit
Caroline Clawson

LEIGH KNOWS A BOY WITH LONG STRAIGHT

hair that isn't a color. She meets him at "The Last

Exit" and after work he sits atop the table and
strikes dissonance on his guitar while she tastes
warm clear soda without ice. It was good that way
but in the summer made your belly feel more full.
Tra la la la, tra la tra la la. He is singing now.
He splices together poorly matched words with
a vulgar voice, playing at his songs. Distorted, it
comes to our ears cleaner than other junk on the
radio. The Hare Krishnas have come in through
the back door and Leigh sees them on bar stools
tapping their hands against bent knees and
braiding stems of blondish hair.
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Leigh's type is evasive affectivity. The kind that hits you
when you're down, below the belt, between the eyes, makes
you feel tepid. Her kiss is dissolving. Self-control that bums
your skin.
"We're lovers," he says to her, and in front of them to the
left are three teenagers clothed in strict black leaning against
a card table unobtrusively. They are drawing furiously with
markers. On her lap, a girl keeps a heavy taupe leather bag where
she is putting her designs. A boy with big white teeth, curling
his shoulders over to nearly touch the table, is spilling a lot of
wavy black hair in chaos around the paper where the colored
figures he makes are smaller and drawn tiny in detail. He is
pressing hard with his fingers. Holding a measuring cup above
the table for a moment, he forces some red punch through a
straw. Still face down.
"What's that song?" Leigh wants to know because she liked
it when he would sit atop of the table with his legs crossed, the
guitar resting there. Those legs are meager and white. He will
enjoy lukewarm beer from a bottle. You see the glass there,
pushed to the side of the table.
Not so high above them the old rafters are held together by
rusted hinges and across the ceiling they are strung lightly with
twine that hangs lowest in the middle. Dried red and yellow
roses are caught there upside down by knots and when you
finally notice them you are pleased and wonder for a minute
who had thought of doing it that way.
Twilight is outside now. A cavity in the season with no
strings attached. A type of energy in the sun.
"I don't name my songs," he says, "and I never will play
a single one twice." Leigh is no longer looking at him, but over
her shoulder, beyond the Hare Krishnas sitting barside, at the
"place you order here" counter. The girl there is clean and choice
even though there is no draft from the ceiling fans. Intense heat
from the coffee grinder and cream steamer will cause her skin
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to blotch, red and white. The counter is right there alongside
the pickle barrel. Her eyes keep most everything in check. A
full house at 7:00 p.m.
Leigh would understand such a stark visage, undefeated,
colorless. The sky is white just before a storm. So Leigh is
wishing for ice. "They don't need names."
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Thursday at 10:1 5

herb tea
stains lips and
hands wrap,
circle cups
in quiet.
comers of eyes
glance
stare
stare
you are dark
and shadows
dust
etched with charcoal
distinct outlines
no melding or covering
but a
face, oval and known

If there were green canopies
or rose rotting
dampness of the cellar
behind the shadow
of the garden in bloom
I would not be surprised to see you

If I smelled incense
thick yellow, air with dirt
camels' hoofs pressed in sand
I would not be surprised to see you
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If I went far away
where no eyes I
understand gaze there
you would be.
you are
meant
you are
placed
like my hand
my foot
the curl near my ear
there you are
and I,
stare.

-Pilar Stewart
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My Mother's Dolls
Valerie Holladay

WHEN I WAS NINE, MY MOTHER USED TO BUY

dolls-not for my sister or me, but for herself.
And while there is nothing unusual about
collecting dolls, my mother went about it in an
unusual way. Her dolls were not priceless
heirlooms, those carefully guarded, aged
beauties with curling eyelashes and real human
hair. They did not have pink porcelain cheeks
and fine hand-crafted gowns of silk and lace, and
my mother didn't arrange them on shelves or in
glass cabinets to display them. She just brought
them home.
There were three Deseret Industries in
Salt Lake when I was a child. Of the three stores,
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the D.I. on 2nd West was the most run-down. The aisles were
narrow between the bins and tables in order to make use of every
spare inch of space. What little of the floors that could be seen
was stained and dirty; the wall space above the shelves and
clothes racks showed lusterless painted brick. The air itself
always felt musty and chilly, like the walk-in freezer in a
restaurant, almost as if the cool air could preserve what little
life rernainded in each aged cashier and each retired and rejected
castoff. This D.I. took all donations, discarding and refurbishing
nothing. Everything was "as-is." Dolls and toys were in the back
of the store, clothes to the right, appliances and furniture to the
left. You might rummage through a bin that contained several
broken records, an $80 lady's silk blouse with a scorched and
tattered sleeve now going for a dime, a broken electric can
opener, a child's scratched and dented Snoopy lunchbox, and a
stack of old Good Housekeeping magazines. A bundle of crooked
hangers and a few stuffed animals might be thrown in for
good measure.
My favorite part of the store was the book section. Books
were divided into paperbacks and hardbacks, fiction and old
textbooks, with magazines off to the side. Sometimes pages had
been colored on or torn out. Often the cover looked like it had
been chewed on by a bored reader or drooled on by a family pet;
sometimes it was missing altogether. I didn't mind. I loved to
read, and I always managed to tuck a few books in with the dolls.
But Mom beelined for the dim back comer of the store where
the dolls awaited her, and she plowed into the canvas bins of
rejected dolls, those discarded playmates who had been replaced
by that year's model, a slicker, cleaner, more sophisticated
Baby-Wet or Cutie Pie Cuddles.
The castoffs, the rejectea, the unloved-these were the ones
upon whom my mother showered her abundant love. She knew
that each doll needed only to be bathed and dressed; each ratty
mass of hair could be made once again to curl gently around
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youthful, though smudged and dented, cheeks. Mom bought
her dolls by the bin-full, transferring the naked bodies from
their mass grave into old cardboard boxes which would be piled,
stacked, and crunched into her small Volkswagen Bug. She knew
that a simple full-skirted dress with gathered waist and sleeves
and lacy pantalettes, or even a simple, daintily dotted flannel
nightgown, could easily be sewn to cover their nakedness. Thus,
resurrected, the dolls could find new homes.
Mom sewed everything from curtains to patchwork
blankets. She could easily have sewn a few small dresses, with
perhaps a whisper of lace at the sleeves or along the hem. For
several dolls, perhaps. But for hundreds? My mother faced a
formidable task, for she could not refuse any doll, no matter how
battered and unlovable. Each had-been doll was a vulnerable
child hoping to be asked to come along, to be invited to play
on the kickball team. She heard a myriad of plaintive voices
calling, "Take me home with you." She answered each cry.
Perhaps in each voice she heard the echo of other cries for help,
from people who needed something she could not give.
My mother had gone to work right after marrying my dad
and stayed with the county system as a social worker for three
years until my oldest brother was born. She didn't work outside
of our home again until I was born four years later. But more
income than my father's teaching salary was needed to make
house payments, so she returned to her county job, even though
she dreaded her visits to broken families, to broken and crippled
people, to people who had lost hope. At that time nursing homes
had no state regulatory standards and large bedsores covered
the frail bodies which housed even more fragile spirits. She had
no answers for them, no strength to give them. When I was six
she quit her job and hired herself out as a cleaning woman. She
also took in ironing and taught antiquing classes.
Mom drove all over the valley to clean or to deliver ironing
in a series of puffing, secondhand Volkswagen Bugs. She wore
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out several, including a black one, a blue one, and a fire-engine
red one. She never remembered to have the oil and filter
changed, and her cars wore out quickly under her abuse. Once,
because we children heckled her for the privilege of riding
in the front passenger seat, she took the seat out of the car
completely. No longer did we whine to sit in that once-desired
spot; we avoided it whenever possible. You crouched there
awkwardly, clutching the window and bouncing around as Mom
sped along the streets, the car occasionally plunging into
a pothole.
Our car could hold several boxes of dolls, although I usually
had to sit on one of the open boxes, the hard plastic arms and
legs poking my backside. I was my mother's companion because
my older sister and brother didn't understand Mom's need to
buy every doll the D.I. had. Once she paid $100 to clear away
all the dolls-including the armless or legless dolls, and an
occasional stray, abandoned doll head.
Like escaped refugees crammed together in an airless boxcar,
we drove home in Mom's little Bug while I perched uncomfortably on the rigid plastic flesh and scratchy, wiry hair. Despite
my suffocating our foundling children, my nine-year-old heart
shared my mother's encompassing compassion for the unloved.
I understood the plight of the dolls; I knew what it was like not
to be wanted.
When I went to school the other kids ran away from me,
except when they came just close enough to pinch me or spit
on me. Sometimes they stood on the benches that lined the halls,
so they wouldn't have to stand on the same floor that I did where
they would be susceptible to my "fleas." I ran home from school
at night with my tormentors chasing after me throwing rocks
or snowballs. My sister, two years older, received less of the
teasing than I did. My older brother Stuart had also been cruelly
tormented by his classmates, but he had gone on to the greater
anonymity of junior high school. So I was left alone.
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I'm not sure why I stood apart from the others. No doubt
my braces and my dark-rimmed, cat-eye glasses with taped
earpieces were a natural invitation to catcalls and shrieks
of "Brace-Face" and "Four-Eyes." The worst of the names,
"Stink-a-day," was perhaps not totally unearned. Our house was
not cared for by my overworked father and busy, wandering
mother, and to make matters worse, we had seven cats, a
dog, a few ducks, various hamsters, birds, and once a tiny
alligator-all in the house or trying to get in the house most
of the time. The exterior of our house was just as bad; the
lawn was peppered with dandelions, and weeds grew nearly
waist high.
Not only were our house and yard unkempt, but we children
had the same neglected appearance. My class photographs show
a serious-faced child dressed in one of the unstylish jumpers my
grandmother sewed for me; in one picture I wore an unironed
blue and green T-shirt with an orange flowered jumper. My
dishwater blonde hair was uneven and straggly from my
endeavors with the scissors. I was five the first time I cut my
own hair. Actually I let my friend Barbara cut my hair, then I
cut hers. When her mother came to pick her up, she gasped in
horror and turned her over her knee and spanked her right there
in front of me. My mother reacted more mildly; she simply took
me to the woman who lived in the comer house who had a salon
in her basement. There my hair was evened and trimmed until
it was shorter than a boy cut-a new style called a "pixie cut."
In time my hair grew to my shoulders, despite my repeated
attempts at playing beautician.
In addition to my odd clothes and hair, perhaps, too, I was
the stereotyped "brain," the smart student who was teased and
tormented by other students who struggled to bring home
satisfactory grades. Besides getting good grades, I kept my face
in a book every spare minute I had. I even read during recess,
something nobody did.
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I used to think it was Mom who had caused my unpopularity. In her impetuous and generous way, she had let the Cub
Scouts in her den use her oil paints one afternoon after school.
Ignoring her cautions, one boy nastily daubed paint on the
other boys' clothes. When the Scouts returned home afterwards,
their angry mothers punished them for ruining their clothes.
Together, the worst of the bullies took revenge on my family.
They left burning sacks of manure on our front steps. They
toilet-papered our house. And when I left the safety of our chain
link fenced yard, they took out their anger on me. The children
at school, sensing a scapegoat, quickly followed suit.
In the fourth grade I refused to go to school anymore. Mom
told me she understood and would explain to the principal why
I didn't want to go to school. But I didn't want to make my
mother talk to the principal, who I had heard was a terrible,
hateful man. So I went.
Although I was alone at school, at home I found myself in
the company of my mother's dolls, where piles of dolls lay in
jumbled heaps and stacks of ragged cardboard boxes sagged
against the walls and against each other. In our attic, a shallow
affair that ran the length of the house, we couldn't stack the
boxes so we laid them out end to end, filling every spare foot
of space. More boxes were shoved under our basement stairs,
an area I cleared away and sheltered with hanging blankets for
privacy when I was ten.
There, with an old chipped lamp on the cement floor
and my posters of Bobby Sherman and David Cassidy on the
walls, I created my own world. With a librarian as a father,
I had access to shelves of books and no danger of overdue
fines. Here, away from the other world, I became Nancy Drew,
Trixie Belden, Harriet Tubman, and Sarah Crewe. I was
Jane Adams, Clara Barton, and Florence Nightingale. I was a
beautiful and timid governess at Dragonwyck, a mysterious and
shadowy mansion. I was Annie Oakley. I survived, forgotten and
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alone, on the Island of the Blue Dolphin. I was called the Witch
of Blackbum Pond. I played in the Secret Garden.
While I dreamed in my cubbyhole and Mom went from
house to house to do cleaning, the dolls hibernated in our
attic and basement. And forgotten once again, they awaited
resurrection from another more dependable source than my
mother, who heard other voices and found other causes. But
every few weeks, when her work was done or could wait a little
longer, we jumped into the car and headed to the D.I. for another
load of dolls.
A few years later my father divorced my mother and bought
a narrow 8 by 50 foot trailer in a well-manicured mobile
home park. After a while my mother sold our house to two
enterprising young men who hoped to spruce up our tired house
and sell it for a profit. Our buyers spent days hauling boxes of
unfulfilled dolls to the Deseret Industries.

A version of this essay will appear in the Fall 1990 issue of Dialogue.
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Sick
Holly Green

I STAND UP STRAIGHT ON THE ROOF AND

watch the mailman fill the mailbox, which is
on a wooden post at the end of our driveway.
"Roof's looking good," he calls to me.
"Thank you," I call back, and keep my
eyes on the mailbox. A house two blocks over
had a new roof on in four days. Men had come
and listened to Kansas and America while
hammering in nails. Everybody heard them.
It's taken us two weeks, so far. It's August.
We don't know what we're doing. I've watched
for the mailman every afternoon from up on the
roof. I've been waiting for a letter since I first
got home for the summer, since June. Each day
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the mailman has stopped at our box, stuffed it with advertisements, bank statements, and bills, and then looked up to inspect
our work. He wants to give us encouragement. I stare at him
as he drives away and blame him for the lack of letters.
My brother is working over the garage. He is wearing a
walkman and a pair of heavy black army boots that lace halfway
up to his knees. I line up another shingle and decide that all boys
must be dense, and that our mailbox is very ugly. It's grey and
covered with bird droppings. Nothing in it will be for me. No
need to go to all the work of getting off the roof and checking
it out.
My mother is interested, though. She climbs down the ladder
in her funny straw hat that shades her nose. She empties the
mailbox and goes through its contents while slowly walking to
the front door. She disappears and then is back climbing up the
ladder again. I don't even ask. She would tell me. She knows
I'm waiting.
My father swears from over the kitchen. He is trying to
figure out how to shingle the comers of our odd-shaped roof. The
heat is not helping him.
When this roof is finished, I want it to pour-I want steady
rain for a week. I want the rain to rinse away the dust in
the trees, to clear the air of smog, to make the droppings on
the mailbox disappear. I want to dance on the roof when it
rains. I want to forget about the boy who has stopped writing
me letters.
"When the last shingle on this roof is hammered down, I'm
going to dance a rain dance," I say out loud. I look to see if my
brother has heard me. He hasn't. If he were two years younger he
would have danced with me. He would have put on war paint
and feathers. Now he wears his walkman and is oblivious to the
world around him. "What comes first, the shingle or the nail?"
I yell over to him. He keeps hammering.
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This roof is making me sick. Shingles and nails. It's the tar
paper that comes first. Its blackness makes the roof boil in the
sun. Some rain would be good. But the roof needs to be on first.
Rain without a roof would be hell.
At sunset I get dizzy as I go down the ladder. My head
pounds and smog is in my lungs. I go to bed feverish. For two
days I stay in bed and dream of thunderstorms and leaking roofs.
I am cold, and it is August. Someone hammers in shingles
over my bedroom. My mother peaks through my door in her
straw hat and brings me grape juice. I am not on the roof to see
the mailman come by. I have forgotten about letters. He has
forgotten about me. Maybe he's dead. No. He would have been
dead long ago if he was meant to die young.
Then I get a phone call.
"Hello?" I say in a weak voice.
"Hello there," someone answers from far away.
Silence. I know who it is and can think of nothing else
to say.
"How are you?"
"We're putting a roof on and it is going to rain."
"I'm in Alaska," he says. "I miss you," he says.
" I've been on the roof for ten days."
"I'll be here for another month. Then I will be there. I
miss you. "
I think about Alaska when I'm back in bed. They say it's
harsh and powerful and overwhelming and beautiful all at once,
and the air is thick with mosquitos. He was supposed to take
me with him. He's been in Alaska while I've been on the roof.
At night I keep my window open. The crickets are loud. I
listen to them when I can't sleep. The crickets suddenly stop,
all together. I hold my breath until they start again. What makes
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them do that, stop all together at the very same time? Someone
told me once that crickets are extra loud right before a heavy
rain. I don't know. Indians would know how to interpret
crickets' sounds. Indians could probably make it rain whether
the crickets were loud or not.
My eyes are tired of being closed. I study the shadows in
my room and think of ways to make it rain. It rained in a
Katharine Hepburn movie. Burt Lancaster came to town and said
he could make it rain. He said to beat a drum and paint an arrow
on the ground, pointing away from the buildings to keep the
lightning from striking them. He kissed Katharine and made her
feel beautiful, and in the end it rained. Stupid.
The crickets stop again. I stop breathing and wait for them
to continue. They take too long and I gasp for air and push
my pillow away. My cheek is flat on the mattress and my hair
is in my face. It smells sick. I stare through it into space and
pretend to be the mad wife of Rochester. What would happen
if I let out a blood-curdling scream?
He once told me my hair smelled good. He once told
me he liked it. I should just give it to him. I could cut it
off and send it to him in an envelope. I don't want it any
more. He should see it now, when it is sick. He could throw
it in the Yukon. The salmon could eat it. He could roll it
up and smoke it. I need someone to kiss me and make me
feel beautiful.
I wake to the sound of more pounding overhead. From my
window the sky looks dark, dark with a massive grey ceiling,
a ceiling that closes in the neighborhood and darkens the green
of the trees. The roof must almost be finished.
By late afternoon it's silent. I wake up with my hair in my
face again. Rochester's wife was locked in the attic. Our attic
is full of insulation, colored wires, and mousetraps. I couldn't
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stand up in it. I won't send him my hair in an envelope. He
would think I was crazy. I'm not crazy. I'm just sick.
I take a bath and wash my hair and go out to look at the
roof. My father is sitting over the front door, gazing at our
accomplishment. I climb the ladder and look over the finished
roof. I think I'm a weakling for not having helped clear to
the end.
" Looks beautiful," I say. "Nobody could have done better."
My father looks at me and smiles. "Get down from here,"
he says. "You'll get dizzy." He gets up to take a look at the back.
"The tar paper comes first, then the shingle, then four nails,"
I say as I back down the ladder. I look up at the sky. It's darker
now. The mailbox is a deeper grey. I go into the garage and pry
the lid off a gallon of old white paint and find a brush. We don't
want lightning to strike our new roof. I start at the welcome
mat and paint one long, wobbling line down the front walk,
alongside the driveway, and across the sidewalk. And at the end
I make an arrow's head pointing straight to the wooden post of
the mailbox.
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In A Lonely Place
Kenneth Nishimoto

ZED STOOD ON THE CORNER OF 3RD AND 4TH

streets, his arms outstretched, waiting for the
rain to fall. It was a very hot day.
Zed knew he was crazy, at least he thought
so. The woman on the bus had said he was
"touched by the arm of the Lord." Arm of the

Lord, he liked that, an arm strong with the hair
of manhood. Touch me O Lord and make me

strong. The rain would come. He would wait.
Earlier that day, seven Jehovah's Witnesses in
somber capes dragging their children had stood
at his comer. "A prayer meeting to commune
with God," they had said; "when one or two are
gathered in My Name, I will be there also."
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Zed waited for his Lord. Nothing, only the heat shimmering
off the face of the five-and-dime.
"Beelzebub! Beelzebub! Be-el-ze-bub!" Zed cried.
"Liars and hypocrites who defile my holy temple. Beelzebub!
Beelzebub!" The Jehovah's Witness women grew red as they
recognized what he was yelling.
"God preserve us!" they cried, scurrying away. A few new
converts unthinkingly crossed themselves.
"Hail Mary full of grace get me out of this place." Zed read
that on the wall of the bus station lavatory. He yelled it now
substituting "thee" for "me." The Jehovah's Witnesses scattered.
The sun shone hotter. I will go into Thy desert O Lord,
burn away my sin. His outstretched arms and face were dark
with sun. The sun would shine; the rain would come; he
would wait.
A small child tugged at his robe. A robe that the Queen
of Persia, or was it Iran, had given him. Driven from Eden,
the Lord covered the nakedness of Adam and Eve, even as
I cover mine. Zed's robe was now tattered and grey. Stained
with the dust of experience, Zed thought. Robed I wait
0 Lord.
The child tugged tenaciously. "Who are you?" she asked.
"Are you a prophet?"
Zed thought she imagined him with arms stretched against
a parting sea. He laughed. "Moses," he said.
Her hair was red, pulled back with two small plastic
barrettes. She wore a pink dress and spotless black shoes. Youth,
thought Zed.
Zed recalled another place and a different young man with
bright red hair. They had sat in a park together. "What is life?"
Zed had asked.
" Life's a cereal, a magazine, a Milton Bradley game," the
young man replied. "Have a baby, collect gifts, $1000, $2000,
$5000, spin the wheel. Life's a cereal."
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Find a coupon. Get 25 cents off, Zed thought, Life gets
soggy in milk.
It was good, Zed remembered, it was good. They laughed
and talked and ended up at a beauty salon. The beautician gave
them Coke and Bacardi. She shampooed and cut his hair. Her
hands felt so alive. A profession does that for you, Zed thought.
She wanted to dye his hair red. He wanted to answer, "yes,"
but could only shake his head. Regrets like ice cubes in an
empty glass.
Now his beard was long, his hair grey and dirty, and he
stood reaching for heaven. Zed was thirsty. Pain, hurt me for
you cannot hurt me. "The world does not hold me," he shouted
to the empty streets.
Oh Lord, fill me that I thirst not.
The small girl brought him a glass of lemonade. "I made it
myself," she said. It was sour. She has forgotten the sugar.
Fittingly, for they gave the Lord vinegar.
"Do you live near here?" he asked.
"Upstairs," she said pointing to the five-and-dime. "Do you
want some more?"
"No, but thank you," he replied.
"Well, I will leave you now," she said.
A lady of consequence. He looked up at the window above
the five-and-dime . Yellow curtains, why do yellow curtains
speak so much of home~ Home, take me to Thy bosom, 0 Lord,
take me home.
The sun shone hotly. Zed raised his arms higher. Rain on
me. I shall draw down Thy floods . Earth and heaven weep with
joy and anger. Zed looked at the sun. It shone through his closed
eyelids. Flashes of eternity, he thought.
The girl was back now, running towards him through the
spotty haze etched on his eyes. She was skipping. Zed watched
as she stumbled, legs twisted against the sweep of her fall. Her
rhythm was broken only by her scream. In her small hand, she
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held a white flower. Zed stared at her tears, then turned away
to face the sky.
He stood alone, silent and waiting as the sun slowly died,
dipping into darkness.
Bowing his head, Zed fell on his knees and began to weep.
His grief filled the sky. Windows closed and a dog barked. Once
again, Zed stood to raise his hands to heaven.
And the rain began to fall. Zed lowered his arms and closed
his eyes. The rain grew, cleansing and anointing the Earth. In
fury, it swept across the parched land. Zed's robe grew heavy
soaking in the storm. Its dull greyness grew light and lighter,
fading into a brilliant white beneath the rain's persistent fall.
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we rack our brains
searching for the hole
where the stuffing is hanging out
and soaking up the pool
of canned soup that spilled
from my father's spoon when the radio cracked
across the kitchen table
that it was all over
and to stay tuned
for further reports
as they came in

-foe South
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Suddenly you lifted me up off the floor and, all
by yourself, you carried me up with you, as though
the little room was too small for you, you lept, you
stretched up with your whole length and you flew
to the ceiling. Your head was turned back to me
and you turned mine up to face yours ...
-Bella Chagall

Oh Chagall
kissing Bella on a Vitebsk
morning with tapestry on the wall.
It is her Birthday, true,
but you are in the air
feet dangling
like the heavy part of your Jewry has drifted
out the fortochka.
In a room rented
from a policeman
you are above the law.
What lightness of being!
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Floating above red carpet
in your best green shirt
arching your body
to meet your young wife's lips
and doing it all happily
without a sign of regret
with the small wings
and pale face of a man.
Oh Marc, we have no rooms
or wings like this in America.

-Scott Elgin Calhoun
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Danny
Tory Anderson

SHE SET THE LETTER DOWN ON THE DESK

and forgetting about it, smiled again. She raised
the pansy to her nose and took in a deep breath.
She then held the pansy up to Jonathan.
"Mary, pansies don't smell." The words
tumbled out of him like a recording. He had
told her this countless times, but that was before
the accident.
"They smell like Danny" was her reply. He
never could tell if she was teasing him or if she
really did smell Danny in pansies. She smiled
at him as he sniffed. He didn't smell anything.
"I hope Danny doesn't mind that I've picked
one of his pansies," she said. "He's always so
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protective of his flowers, and he's only four." She stroked the
petals with her finger.
"Have you seen him?" she asked.
"Seen him?"
"Danny, you silly. You're being so difficult today."
"No, no. I haven't seen him recently." His reply sounded
to him like a bad joke.
"Oh," she said. She lifted the pansy up to her nose again.
Jonathan fought an urge to grab the pansy away from her.
What was it that Dr. Loren had said to do in this situation?
He couldn't remember.
"It seems like we were supposed to go somewhere. Funny
I can't remember." She went over to the window and stared out.
The brightness of the sunlight on her gown was too much and
he had to look to the side of her.
"Go somewhere?" Jonathan said.
Mary turned and walked to the center of the room and then
stopped. Sunlight came through her nightgown and revealed the
silhouette of her body. Jonathan stared at her and felt pity rise
in his throat. The thought of taking her to the hospital and
letting Dr. Loren talk to her repulsed him as he envisioned the
sterile doctor forcing his wife to admit her son's death. No, it
was nobody else's business.
"You're staring at me, Jonathan." Her voice startled him.
He was confused at the tone she used. Then he recognized ithis wife's tone of coyness.
"It's just that you look so beautiful today." He said each
word slowly and deliberately.
"Uh huh," she said. "That kind of talk wouldn't get a normal
man very far, but it'll get my Jonathan a long ways!" She came
over to him, placed her arms around his neck and would have
kissed him. Instead he put his head next to hers. Her hair tickled
his cheek and nose. Her breasts were heavy against his chest
and her stomach close against his groin.
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He thought of the last time he held her like this. It was soon
after he brought her home from the hospital. She responded quite
differently then. He remembered how she stood in his arms, head
bowed and stiff. There was no physical response. He felt her
recoil emotionally from him, just tolerating his closeness. He
felt like he was raping his wife. Six months of bathing her and
dressing her had passed since then, and he had touched her no
more than he had to-until today. But even now it was wrong.
"Oh, Jonathan," she said in his ear. "It's been a long time
since you held me like this."
Jonathan's body burned; his heart pounded. He knew what
he had to do, but he couldn't begin. Mary began kissing his neck.
Jonathan swallowed hard and closed his eyes.
"Mary?"
"Yes, Jonathan." Her voice was sweet.
"I love you, Mary."
" I love you too." Her kisses continued.
"Do you think Danny will come in?" she whispered between
kisses. He cringed and took in a deep breath.
"You took Danny to the park this morning." He said this
quickly, in one stroke. He felt her stiffen and he tightened his
embrace, but she pulled away from him as if repulsed by a
bad smell.
"To the park ... ?" Her question barely reached his ears.
" No, I didn't take him to the park."
"But I saw you leave. I was standing here in this window
and you both waved to me from the sidewalk." He tried to
sound convincing.
Mary smiled, "Yes, Danny saw you first and told me you
were watching us."
"You were wearing your blue jumpsuit and Danny was
wearing his orange shirt with the football helmet on it, his
brown pants and his tennis shoes. I didn't put socks on him.
"He had a pansy," Jonathan said.
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"Yes, he insisted on picking one even though we had just
planted them. He wanted to carry it with him-he was so proud
of it."
"He always was proud of his flowers," Jonathan said.
"He wouldn't quit talking this morning. He asked me where
all the cars came from and where they were going. He wanted
to know what color they were, and then of course he wanted
to know why they were that color." Mary's smile faded a little.
"I finally had to tell him to be quiet."
A dark look came into Mary's eyes and her mouth became
a hard, straight line. Jonathan stepped forward, taking both of
Mary's hands. They were cold. A wave of guilt washed over him.
"Speak to me, Mary," he said. Her bosom began to rise and
fall more quickly.
"Tell me what happened next."
She stared beyond him.
"Damn it Mary, talk to me!" He yelled into her face. He
felt his eyes fill. She jumped back and tried to bring her hands
to her face, but Jonathan held on. She started to cry. He knew
he was bruising her wrists.
"But what happened next ... ? What happened with
the pansy?"
She dropped to her knees still trying to free her arms.
"Let go, Jonathan! Damn you, let go."
Mary slowly looked up at Jonathan. The hate he saw in her
face frightened him.
Suddenly she broke one arm free of his grasp and lunged
away. He jerked her back against him. In her rage she swung
her free hand and dug her fingernails into the skin below his
right eye. Blood ran down his cheek. Jonathan fell back into the
desk and Mary crawled to the door and fled the room. She was
halfway down the stairs when Jonathan reached the top. Taking
three steps at a time, he caught her at the bottom and dragged
her to the floor.
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Mary lay on her stomach, her cheek against the shag rug
and her eyes staring into the shadows underneath the love seat.
Jonathan breathed hard as he lay on top of her; blood dripped
from his cheek onto her gown, forming red dots.
After a moment Mary spoke in a strained voice, "Jonathan?
I can't breathe."
"Oh Mary," Jonathan said and slid off to the side of her.
Mary raised up on her hands and then crossed her legs and
sat facing Jonathan. Her gown was pulled up above her knees,
showing her thighs. Her hands were shaking and she was smiling
the transparent smile of a distracted mind. Her whole face was
wet with tears and mucus from her nose was smeared over her
cheek. Her hair stuck to it. Jonathan searched his pockets for
a handkerchief. Finding none he took the excess gown piled in
her lap and wiped her face, pulling her hair off her cheek.
Mary put her shaking fingers in the narrow stream of blood.
"You hurt yourself, Jonathan." Her voice wavered. She started
getting to her knees.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
Mary took the bottom of her gown and held the material
to his face. Her face was close to his and he studied it like he
used to when he held her close in love. Her jawline and cheekbones were more defined from her loss of weight-her eyes were
a little sunken. Her breath brushed his cheek. Her eyes slowly
scanned his face, looking at his forehead, his chin, his left cheek,
then his right-she didn't see his eyes.
Her face was so close to his. Most of her had died with Danny.
"Mary?"
Her eyes met his, then moved away to his wound.
"Mary, I miss Danny too." He spoke slowly, his voice quiet.
I don't know if you remember, but I used to sit in his room
for hours and stare at his toys on the floor. Remember how he
used to beg for the toilet paper tubes so he could use them
as guns?"
11
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Mary didn't answer. She was staring at her fingers that were
still holding her blood-soaked hem to his cheek.
"I remember how his chest bent when I hugged him. He was
so delicate."
Still holding her gown to his cheek, Mary stared through
Jonathan's head into the wall behind. Jonathan's eyes filled
with tears.
"In the hospital they wouldn't let me see him ... they
wouldn't let me see. I just wanted to hold him, Mary, but they
wouldn't let me see him. They said he was too bad." Mary sat
frozen. She didn't even blink.
"Then I wanted to hold you, but you were in shock. You
left me alone."
Through his tears he didn't see what was happening to
Mary. Her hand dropped from his cheek onto her bare thigh. The
gown stuck to his face for a moment, then fell. Her eyes grew
bigger. Then her head fell back and she wailed. She stood and
ran toward the kitchen, her hands holding her shoulders.
Jonathan was slow getting to his feet. He ran into the
kitchen in time to see Mary crash into the glass sliding door.
The shattered glass scattered reflections of sunlight everywhere.
Jonathan froze and then rushed to his wife, who was lying on
her side on the wooden patio. She held both hands forward with
her fingers spread. Her eyes were squinted and her mouth was
open. She lay completely still.
Jonathan knelt down and saw a piece of glass in her mouth.
It had cut her tongue and he reached in and pulled it out. The
blood from a cut on her cheek ran back behind her ear and
disappeared in her hair. Her body was shaking. She called out
Danny's name. Jonathan slid his arm under her breast and pulled
her up against his chest. He could feel Mary's blood soaking his
shirt and pants. She cried out Danny's name over and over. He
pulled her closer.
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Soldiers
and flashing lights
determined to prepare
the fishermen of
Amsterdam,
who forgot their poles
when childhood
deserted them.
Soldiers
fighting off waves of
nonsense and beer,
while moss
shelters their memory
of white, pink-eyed bunnies
who steal into the
garden next door
to beat the field mice
and meet the fairy princess.
To nibble on the soldier's hat
while the soldier naps.

- fennifer Ea som
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Mourning Doves
Scott Hatch

WE HURRIED TO FINISH THE DAY'S BAKING

by dawn. It was getting to be fall and dove
season was on. Hunting birds on the foothills
above town was something Darwin and I had
learned from our grandfather; when our father
was 14 he shot a hole in the ceiling of his
bedroom, and shortly after sold his 12-gauge.
This was something our father did not discuss
with us.
I slid the cake donut machine with panache
over the deep fryer, lacing its oil with donuts,
Grandpa laughed and I lost count.
"40." I said.
He snorted. "You can't count that high," he
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said and took a donut from a tray on the drainer, and pressed
it into a ball. Oil drained gold around his fingers.
Balancing my sticks I beat out a samba on the edge of the
deep fryer and began to tum donuts, flicking them at their
crusted edges, moving quickly to the next two.
Grandpa took a lard knife, dipped it in the deep fryer, and
sliced off a quarter of a SO-pound block of shortening. I lifted
the donuts out to the drainer. Balancing the shortening on
the flat of the knife, Grandpa slid it into the fryer without
a splash.
The dove is the first game bird of fall. She is migrating now,
moving south from wheat field to wheat field. She is quick and
small. Her bob and weave are tricky.
I slid the donut trays up on the rack and moved the rack
into the deep freeze for Sarah. She would frost them when they
were set. Then I went to help Darwin scrape the bread tables.
When we finished, Darwin stopped at the ovens and levered
a door up. The lifts, loaded with bread, rolled like Ferris wheels.
We watched them, blue in gas -flame. I got our jackets.
Grandpa pulled on a flannel shirt and down vest over his
apron and went to the comer for his Mosberg over-and-under
in its case. Darwin and I threw our aprons in the comer and went
out the door to the pickup. Fog was thick-morning steam rising
from the Sevier. I slid into the cab and across to the middle,
straddling the gearshift. Grandpa peered in. "Watch yourself
when Darwin drops for compound-makes your eyes water to
think about."
He sets his Mosberg in, barrel down. In the dark I traced
burnished hand-tooled acorns, maple leafs, pheasants swirling
down the gun case.
On North Lane we stopped behind Grandpa's place, across
a stubbled field of alfalfa from the house. Grandpa leaned out
and whistled long. The fog tickled with cowbells. Then Smoky' s
hoarse, white voice marked him through the fog. The barbed
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wire quivered as he snaked under, nosed Grandpa's hand at the
cab, and jumped up into the bed. Smoky was no hunter. Only
grandfathers can accept such behavior from birddogs.
We drove up along the foothills, turned in to Box Elder
trail, and went along the dry farms, above fog from the Sevier
that tailed off, rolling in streamers. The steeple showed,
and the grain elevator. Between was the town, winding down
the valley.
Sparrow Johns came along toward us on his tractor, clutching
into an idle roll and dropping one wheel in the borrow pit to
coast up beside us. Darwin had his window cranked down.
"Hello young Johns," Grandpa said, peering.
"Hello Bishop Johns," Darwin and I said.
"Lot of dove over on Clarence's field feeding," Johns said.
"He's already got his crop in."
"South bank of Box Elder?" Grandpa asked.
"That's it. You boys smell like bakery."
Darwin grunted. On the inside of such an aroma looking out,
you couldn't know how wonderful it was. I handed a sack of
a half-dozen raised across and Darwin passed it to Johns.
"Thanks Bishop," Darwin said.
"Thanks Darwin," Johns said.
I flinched back in the seat as Darwin dropped the gearshift
and let out the clutch. He grinned and brought the gearshift back
up to the next gear.
We pulled off onto Clarence's fields. Darwin hopped out,
but the truck didn't stop rolling. He kicked a leg back into the
cab and ratcheted the emergency brake down. "Forgot," he said.
I ducked as he swung his gun out of the window rack. "Put it
in gear, would you," he said. I slid out after Grandpa, dropping
the gearshift out of neutral.
The fields had been threshed. Some straw still lay on the
ground. Above the fields was sage, then cedar, then pine and
aspen on ragged granite ridges.

69

Scott Hatch

Across the field came a mourning song like soft winddoves gleaning.
"Aw. All I got is pheasant load," Grandpa said. I tossed over
a box of six-shot from my game bag. It was my tum to bring
his shells. Darwin and I had flipped for it.
With one hand, Grandpa fingered open the box, dumped half
of the shells in his vest pocket, and tossed the box back. Then
he took a pair of shells, holding them by the brass, between his
middle three fingers. He studied their crimp between his
knuckles. "Say, these are reloads." And his middle finger pointed
up between the shells at me.
"You won't know the difference-and it won't bother you,
if you don't think about it," I said, and thumbed the rest of the
shells into my vest loops.
We watched as Darwin pulled his Smith and Wesson from
its case. "A dry dog auto-loader," Grandpa said and shook his
head. The only comparable heresy he could think of was an
automatic fly reel. He pointed this out.
Darwin thumbed his shells in and went off along the sage
line. Holding my gun vertical and to the side, I released the slide
and dropped the butt against my hip. The slide fell, clicking.
Darwin clicked his tongue against his cheek, walking on.
Grandpa went out into the field, moving toward its top,the
sun at his back. His apron swathed like a tallit.
Left-handed, I walked on Grandpa's right, out into the field.
Smoky came along behind Grandpa.
A ringneck thrummed out under Grandpa. "Eesh?" he said
and jumped back, flustered, pleased.
The ringneck turned to his right, I tracked, breathing half-in,
rotating with the bird's arc. My eye one with the bird, finger
straight along the trigger guard.
"That one-he flew up my pant-leg," Grandpa said. "I nearly
wet my pants." He broke wind. Smoky wiggled and drummed
his tail.
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A pair of doves rose along the pheasant's glide path, close
in to us. I tracked the nearest, chambering a shell and thumbing
the safety, again breathing half-in, coming in on the trigger as
the shot came in.
The bird dropped, wings in. The wad tailed off past him. I
pocketed the spent casing, thumbed another shell into the
magazine and walked over to pick him up. Smoky still cowered
from the shot.
Darwin stood out along the sage line. "Luck," he would say.
It was luck, that first shot. But it didn't feel like luck.
Another pair flew up far in front of us, the shot was long.
Grandpa turned side-on to them, his trigger fingers hardening
to talons. His Mosberg's swing bled off as his shot first came
in, and he fired, moving to the next and firing, his movement
from bird to bird flowing. The birds fell, one plummetting
off like mine had, the other tumbling, wings discordant
and dead.
He straightened, cupping his hand over the breech as he
broke it. "A day of grace boys," he said, squinting back at the
sun. Darwin was a silhouette watching from the far side.
I laughed, going to the second bird.
Smoky gave up. Crouching he turned back to the truck.
"Thud," Darwin's gun said; then, "thud, thud." He often
shot in fits of three. It was a habit.
We moved on.
Darwin flushed a dove our way. Silly with stealth, we knelt,
crouching. The bird veered off into sage.
On my next bird, I tried to live the shot at the first bird.
I missed. I brought the bird back along the rib, into the bead
and missed again. The second shot was too long for me.
Within an hour Grandpa had his limit. He walked with his
gun broken out in the crook of his arm. We came up on the
irrigation ditch at the top of the field, sitting. Darwin came
along. We each had gotten three birds.
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We kicked at the bottom of the ditch, trying to feel through
boot soles the white ways of ditch sand deposited under grass
banks. "I don't believe I will go back down to the university
this fall, Grandfather," I said.
"Ah," Grandpa said.
"I'm going to be a missionary."
Up the ditch, sage hens chuckled.
He pulled a shoot of grass and crimped it between his
teeth. "Well then. There could be worse things," he said.
"Where?"
''Paraguay.''
"I don't know where that is/' he said. "Where is Paraguay.
Are there mountains?"
"I don't know/' I said.
"Yes. Well, then it will be a nice surprise for you."
Darwin came over from his tree. "You won't hunt when you
come back. You'll be different."
I could not imagine such a thing.
We went back down to the truck and drove the trail to
Palisades creek. Darwin and I sat on the wheel wells in the bed.
The creek was down from the long summer, and clear. Its voice
was not loud-more like wind in quakies. "I need to wet/'
Darwin said. He let down the tailgate, and Grandpa pulled his
doves out, groping about in his pockets. Leaving his doves on
the tailgate, he picked his way down the bank to a pool below,
taking a plastic bread bag from his apron. Smoky followed on
his haunches, and prowled the willows.
Darwin and I took turns pulling doves from the game bags
on the back of each other's vest, laying them along the tailgate,
limp, fanning out. Blue, gray, and white. Then we each pushed
our sleeves back and took a dove.
I pulled the skin apart on the breast. I slid a finger in along
the back, probing and separating the warm breast meat from the
rest of the bird. I tossed the breast meat down to Grandpa and
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dropped the rest of the bird in the weeds, picking up another
bird. Down floated from Darwin's hands.
Grandpa washed each piece of meat in the pool, flicking it
to shake off water and dropping it into the bread bag.
We finished and Grandpa came back up the bank, grabbing
at willows. We held our hands out, sticky, red, matted with
feathers, and skidded down the bank.
"You'll miss Sarah," Darwin said.
"I suppose so," I said. I knelt and slid my hands deep, trailing
red, clutching sand from the creek bed, to rub deep into my skin.
The cold was sharp and hurt. Darwin frowned and tilted his
head back. He shook his hands and wiped them on his shirttails, then slid them under his shirt against his skin. I cupped
water up in my hands and bowed, drinking. Water trailed
through my fingers, catching sun. I cupped more water and
washed my face.
Grandpa squatted beside me, breaking a donut. I rubbed my
hands on my pants and took a piece, holding it a moment in
my mouth and swallowing. He tossed off bits of the rest near
a killdeer on the other bank. The killdeer took the pieces right
off, dancing after them. "A thing of grace," Grandpa said.
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A Book from New Haven
Michael S. Smith

I WAS SLIGHTLY CURIOUS AS I OPENED THE

package postmarked "New Haven, Connecticut."
Steve had sent it. Only slightly curious because
the last book he sent me had inscribed on
the inside cover in his nearly illegible scrawl,
" Don't be afraid of them, they' re just words."
The book before that was titled Why I Am
Not a Christian. He sends these books not
because we are close or anything but as a moral
challenge-if I don't read them I'm the smaller
man. Steve breathes the atmosphere of a
university where bestiality and homosexuality
share spots on the school calendar with Easter
and Christmas.
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It was a book of poetry by Charles Bukowski. I opened the
book to the back and stared at his picture. His face was covered
by unkempt, dirty, salt and pepper beard that seemed a perfect
companion to the marred skin surrounding his eyes, wrinkleetched with years of habitual smoking. He was wearing a T-shirt
with a picture of himself on it-as if seeing one of those faces
wasn't enough. My fingers leafed towards the front of the book
where they paused as I read "the poets and the foreman." The
last stanza seemed to be a ghostly echo of Steve's voice: "and
there's nothing/ left to read /anymore/ lately I just read/ the
newspaper / over and over / again / and I know nothing / means
very much/ just as I had suspected/ in the beginning."
Each year Steve seemed to grow more closed. He was seven
at the time; I was five and Ben was two. To him it was as if
nothing happened. "Mom and Dad just don't live together
anymore, that's all."
Weekends with Dad were the best. We hunted everything
that had a season-and even some things that didn't. We played
golf till blisters bubbled our hands and shot skeet until bruises
blued our shoulders. We must have eaten a whole coop full of
chicken, stacks of spaghetti, and an island of ice cream. But
Sunday nights were confusing: Dad would drive us back to
Mom's. The car was silent, as if no one really knew what was
going on, and no one dared talk about it either. All I knew was
the fun weekend had ended. Everyone knew the routine, so it was
usually done without a word. Dad would help us out with our
suitcases, which now seemed to lack the lightness they'd had
when we flung them into his trunk on Friday night. And then
he would kneel, put his arms around us, and in a melancholy
voice break the silence with "I love you guys," as if he didn't
know when he would see us again. Week after week Steve and
Ben went into the house and unpacked while I stood there immobilized, musing over what had just happened. Tears camesometimes for Dad too as he waved and turned the comer.
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Before I left for two years, Steve approached me, shook my
hand and said, "Good luck." He added only a mocking rise of
his eyebrows and the sarcastic smirk he offered when people
did things he didn't really approve of. Then he walked away
as if the trauma of my being gone were already over. When I
returned he was at school, so I didn't see him until Christmas
six months later. When he saw me it was as if I had returned
from a weekend with the Boy Scouts. "How was your trip?" he
asked. My "Just fine" was all we shared until the next Christmas.
Ben would be seventeen before that holiday season was over,
but when I left he still hadn't outgrown his G.I. Joes and army
men. They seemed his only companions. Still haunting me is
a vision of him as he played with those friends of his selfentertaining imagination on mounds of dirt in front of Dad's
unfinished house-the house he always told us, "Your mother
and I were saving for." Making the rapid fire of machine guns
spitting out bullets of death and lobbing limb-tearing bombs,
Ben was alone. He would mimic men racked in pain as he tore
off their arms and legs. Sometimes G.I. Joe, the giant human,
would trample the little green army men; other times the army
men would gang up on G.I. Joe, but somebody always lost. War
would go on all day for him in his world of seclusion and
surrealistic peers. Now he has exchanged his dolls for reptiles;
he keeps a monitor lizard in a cage and a baby python in his
shirt pocket.
The three of us still spend Christmas Eve with Mom. We
attempt the traditional tree-trimming with her, and in the
morning we open presents and then we're off to Dad's where
he's waiting with his tree already decorated. It seems strangehaving two trees.
The thought of celebrating the birth of the Son of God is
sobering to me. To them it proves intoxicating. Drinking seems
to draw Ben into the group more, but our family still doesn't
talk-at least not about anything important. Christmas Eve
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means sitting around chasing away our feelings and numbing
ourselves, me with self-pity and them with their eggnog and
brandy. The next morning is easier. We have an excuse to be
hasty; we have another appointment. But the time spent with
Dad is no easier.
Christmas in our family has been reduced to waiting for your
tum to come, and when it does you open your presents and
thank the givers with gushing enthusiasm that everyone else
knows is forged by the fear of appearing ungrateful, even if you
do like the gift. That's it. From then on we are crippled. Our
only cure is that charitable placebo, television-thank God for
Brent Musburger and holiday football-then we can all go our
separate ways until next year.
The last I heard of Steve was a black and white photograph
from one of his shows he sent to Grandma. It arrived at the house
we share about eight months after the Bukowski anthology
came. The photo is of some guy that nobody knows, sitting at
a booth in a small, end-of-town restaurant-the kind that make
even the hungriest traveler wait till the next town. On the table
is an empty plate with scattered sesame seeds and a bottle of
local beer, half empty. On the comer away from the stranger's
plate are two flies that you notice only after you look where this
nameless face is staring. The flies are mating. Who would take
a picture of this, and who would send it to his grandmother?
Ben sent a postcard to me from San Diego. The picture on
the front is of a lonely beach that seems to stretch on forever
without a person in sight. He said he had lost his snake but
found his home and wouldn't be coming back.
I don't have to go anywhere or read anything to be lost.
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One evening, walking in twilight,
I watched red-winged blackbirds rise
Against the wind. Heard, under a tall ash,
The long susurrus of cicadas. Saw spears of grass,
Weighed down by wind, slowly bow.
I slipped into town,
Stepping on gravel beneath a newly lit
Street lamp, saw my long shadow glint
With stars, saw planets whirling in the shade
I cast. I felt a hundred unnamed
Universes rise, warm within me.
Heard the song that lulls fragrant grasses into sleep.
The blaze within each wing, each leaf,
Can hum the first bars of the mystery.

-Mary[an Gay
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